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Dedication 

- Aisles  of  forests  lost  in  spring; 

Drifted  moon  and  sea; 

Burst  apple  buds;  a  brook's  wild  fling; — 
Beauty  is  a  remembering , 

And  was  anciently. 

T here  went  a  music }  long  ago , 

Dike  you;  in  your  face 
Forgotten  airs  hearts  used  to  know 
Come  twilightly ,  and  to  and  fro 
T heir  footprints  retrace. 

T here  follows  after  you  the  stilly 
Devotional ,  deep  mood 
That  droops  a  star  above  a  hilly 
And  makes  a  liquid  wood  note  fill 
With  green  solitude. 

Beauty  remembers  you;  but  where 
Fell  this  further  thing} 

Thaty  more  than  being  very  fairy 
When  your  soul  speaks ,  my  soul  is  there , 
T ouchedy  like  a  taut  string? 
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Darkening  Sea 

o  wind  awaking;  O  first  born  of  flowers, 

And  sea  light,  shaken  from  the  darkening  sea; 
There  is  a  song,  kindled  in  old  grey  towers 
On  cloudy  headlands,  and  loved  and  set  free 
By  hollow  ships  that  took  it  in  their  sails, 

Like  rumours  troubled  in  a  shell,  to  die 
Over  horizons,  filling  to  the  South: 

The  sound  of  which  still  fails 
Down  beaches  where  sad  sea-birds  walk  and  cry, 
And  is  like  morning  in  the  west  wind’s  mouth. 

There  is  remembrance  in  it  of  bleak  days 
Of  forlorn  dying  for  a  Druid  rune 
Cut  in  the  rock  in  desperation’s  praise; 

With  something  out  of  distance  in  the  tune, — 
Of  huntsmen’s  horns  perplexed,  and  musical 
Between  two  skeins  of  leafy  shadow,  or 
Rowers  got  clear  of  surges,  going  free, 

And  very  gaily,  all 

In  the  lovely  twilight,  on  the  blown  floor; 

To  mind  their  nets  at  moonrise,  it  might  be. 

It  dreams,  half  mournfully,  in  mellow  gold, 

Of  heroes,  fabled  out  of  sunset  fire 
And  grieved  for  in  the  gloaming;  of  an  old 
And  island  fragrance,  and  a  strange  empire 
That  strewed  its  petals  on  the  wandering  sea, 

With  all  its  youth  and  all  its  lighted  hours 
A  grey  gull’s  crying:  so  it  dreams,  and  sings, 

A  dusk-blown  reverie 

Of  ruined  gardens,  filled  with  white  sea  flowers 
And  melancholy  cromlechs  of  dead  kings. 


But  more,  much  more,  it  speaks  the  droop  of  night 
In  doorways  full  of  drowning  stars,  the  stir 
Of  individual  leaves;  the  lift  of  light — 

At  earliest  rose-edge;  then,  like  gossamer, 

Come  fugitive:  it  sings  the  breath  of  dawn 
Breathing  the  first  faint  shimmer  of  the  sea 
On  rafters  weathered  out  of  wintry  oak; 

As  if  dark  nets  were  drawn 
From  deepest  glamour,  very  charmfully 

Into  this  air,  all  brimming  bright — and  broke. 

It  speaks  the  rouse  of  bugles  giving  cry 

On  ramparts  where  an  eagle’s  shadow  falls, 
Peaked  seaward;  and  in  strength  of  downward  die, 
Imperious  echoes  bruited  about  halls 
And  rung  in  captured  shields  that  once  took  fire 
From  sea  fights  in  the  darkness,  throat  to  throat; 
Now  red  as  dinted  moons,  old  and  renowned. 
It  goes,  a  matin  choir, 

With  jubilance  and  marching,  each  new  note 
A  daybreak  of  clear  glory  and  rich  sound. 

A  song  with  courage  in  it.  Long  ago 
Head  winds  incited  it  at  haunted  prows 
Against  an  evil  moon  ringed  sick  with  snow, 

For  tavern  tales  of  fated  apple  boughs; 

Of  fleece,  like  broken  sunlight  when  it  gleams 
On  lost  horizons;  waters,  at  the  brim 

With  youth,  and  valleys  of  still  further  spring 
The  other  side  of  dreams. 

Who  heeds,  one  heart-beat,  it  will  stranger  him; 
And  it  is  like  a  lantern  sway  to  sing. 


A  song  with  courage  in  it.  O  dark-blown 
Sea,  that  relinquishest  on  weary  isles 
Odysseys  writ  in  water  and  worn  stone; 

Musician,  when  a  muffled  moon  beguiles 
Deep-muted  strings,  or  crannies  grow  forlorn 
With  an  old  crying;  this  is  too  rare  a  theme 
For  thee;  too  diffident  for  ever  thy 
Reluctant-fingered  horn 
To  filigree  on  silver.  This  one  dream 

Thou  shalt  not  beach  in  pools  of  broken  sky. 

Being  beyond  thee — being  not  the  tune 

For  sad,  deciduous  leaves,  or  feathered  sound 
Of  ripples  breaking  arrows  with  the  moon. 

It  comes,  as  with  a  tremor  of  the  ground, 

To  him  that  hears.  O  forehead,  unafraid 

And  lifted;  feet  unstirred,  and  heart  fallen  still, 
Where  the  woods  end  and  all  the  sunsets  are. 
O  brave,  deep-dipping  blade, 

And  rudder,  right  intrepid,  and  proud  will 
Caught  in  the  stormy  current  of  a  star! 


To  One  Who  Turned  Back 

I 

C/ ' oncer  to :  a  ship  and  the  sea. 

The  golden  forthgoing 

On  a  tide  of  bright  beauty-to-be, 

Straight  out,  bearing  true,  in  clean  song; 


Then,  faint  overblowing, 

A  haul  of  head  wind ;  to  the  lee 
White  water,  ere  long. 

Hate  encountered,  heart  bolder! — say  we; 
As  yet  little  knowing. 


II 

Ground  swell,  now:  to  stagger  in  sky 
And  seethe  in  cold  smother, 

Rake  stars  with  one  mast-head,  and  try 
For  the  moon  with  the  other; 

But  be  singing  the  while,  pitched  well 
Over  wind-skirl  and  water. 

Brave  carry! — good  voice,  to  rebel 
Against  shrouds  shrieking  tauter! 

III 

Decks  under;  the  toss  of  the  mane 
And  shrug  of  the  shoulder; 

The  shudder  and  bull  charge  again : 

Have  at  them,  heart  bolder! 

Outdare  them,  good  ship;  and  with  pride 
Let  the  tall  word  be  spoken. 

That  was  music! — defiers  defied, 

Given  battle — and  broken. 


IV 

*  *  *  *  * 


Aquamarine 

Eight  bells  of  golden  afternoon, 

And  overside  the  sea, — 

A  flowing  floor — black  marble,  strewn 
With  lapis-lazuli. 

Like  galleons,  out  of  long  ago, — 

Westward  with  Spanish  wine, 
An  admiral’s  clouds  bear  off  below 
The  rich  horizon  line. 

And  from  the  waves  there  goes  a  song 
To  land,  to  live  in  trees 
And  make  some  exiled  sailor  long 

For  leagues  of  blue  like  these. 


Thou,  Too,  Wind  of  the  Spirit 

1 1  was  time.  The  garden  had  grown 
Too  heavy  with  flowers; 

There  was  overmuch  fragrance  to  breathe,  the  bloom 
First  dulled  and  then  sickened  with  stale  perfume, 
And  the  fountain  wet  the  same  stone 
It  had  washed  for  hours. 

I  had  slept  face-down  in  the  sun, 

To  the  croon  of  bees 

That  weighted  the  blossoms  and  let  them  go, 
Pleasantly,  plundering  to  and  fro; 

And  waked,  as  from  wine  red-run 
To  the  drowsy  lees. 


Where  my  eyes  were,  the  grassy  blades 
Seemed  a  wood,  wherethrough 
Light  fell,  and  beasts  walked,  and  fears  could  glide 
It  was  sweet  to  wander  there,  heavy-eyed, 

Down  the  green  drifts  and  gold  glades, 

With  nothing  to  do. 

The  warm  ground  was  grateful  to  limbs 
Spread  languid  a-sprawl. 

As  a  fish  might  doze  on  rippled  sand, 

In  a  shadow,  his  fins  so  faintly  fanned, 

Scarcely  he  knows  that  he  swims; 

I  breathed;  that  was  all. 

Then  the  wind  came.  First  to  the  trees; 

A  rousing  to  horse 
Of  a  cavalry  resting;  the  stir 
To  take  bridles  and  stirrups;  then  lordlier, 

The  rush  of  an  eagle  that  sees 
His  prey  in  full  course. 

Then  the  simpering  fountain  was  whirled 
Out  of  pattern  and  grace, 

Into  gusts  and  tresses,  haphazard-wise: 

The  sleep  was  blown  from  me,  and  my  eyes 
Laughed,  like  a  battle-flag  unfurled 
In  a  market  place. 

I  could  whiff  the  good  salt;  the  tang 
Was  as  sharp  as  pain: 

I  was  sloughed  of  my  sloth,  and  my  ease, 

Rent  into  tatters,  was  tossed  with  the  trees ; 

There  was  no  more  sickness;  I  sang, 

And  was  whole  again. 
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Justice 

Once,  of  a  singing  time  ago, 

There  were  blue  waves,  and  one  wave  more, 

That  straightened  like  an  unstrung  bow 
Against  a  knotted  knee  of  shore. 

A  ship — a  painted  courtesan, 

With  raddled  cheeks  and  gear  of  gold — 

Wore  at  that  headland,  and  so  ran 
Into  the  harbor’s  anchor  hold. 

The  forestays  eased,  the  purple  sails 
Climbed  like  a  lift  of  early  cloud, 

And  hung,  in  looping  bull’s-hide  brails, 

Over  brown  backs  that  bent  and  bowed. 

An  embassy  from  Athens.  Brought 
Under  broad  beams  of  fir  and  oak, 

The  leader,  as  a  leader  ought, 

Stood  to  full  height;  looked  grave,  and  spoke 

“Old  men  of  Melos,  islands  are 

Like  jewels,  periled  when  not  chained; 

But  linked,  each  Pleiad,  star  to  star, 

Float  in  their  azure  unprofaned. 

“The  gold  of  Delos  threads  them  through 
Who  coax  bright  birds  round  treacherous  seas 

Imperial  Athens  wears  them,  who 
Her  necklace  are — the  Cyclades. 


“Melos  is  missing.  Athens  grieves 

For  the  dark  star  that  slipped  her  chain. 
There  is  war  in  heaven.  Fresh  war  weaves. 
Help  end  what  must  not  be  again! 

“You  browse  on  liberty?  We  say 
A  tragedy  is  buskined  now; 

Liberty  walks  not  in  this  play: 

Your  voice  is  out  of  chorus.  How?  — 

“You  mind  not? — pose  the  satyr  part 
And  burlesque  Herakles?  Take  care! 
Here’s  Messenger  to  make  you  smart: 

You’ll  have  no  pleasure  from  this  player. 

“Heed  this! — loose-licensed  as  you  show. 
We  like  not  your  ensample.  Choose; — 
Athens’  or  Sparta’s;  friend  or  foe? 

One  or  the  other.  Whose,  then — whose? 

“The  gods  love  justice? — punish  pride? 

Our  priests  will  look  to  that,  be  sure: 
Entreat  your  rafters,  pious-eyed; 

Triremes  for  us! — the  sin  will  cure. 

“Come,  are  you  with  us  in  your  town? — 
This  is  the  breathing  Athens  gave: 

Reject  her,  and  she  will  dash  you  down — 
Silence  a  moment — like  that  wave!” 

They  listened:  felt  the  headlong  shock, 

And  heard  that  gallant  heart-beat  go, 
Broken  and  dying,  down  the  rock 
To  ruin,  and  they  answered:  “No!” 


Each  tugging  towards  the  anchor  seemed 
A  threat,  clear-cut,  particular: 

The  stern-light  lost,  more  ill  was  dreamed 
From  an  unattended  star. 

The  threat  was  wrought,  and  swiftly  too, 

When  honest  folk  of  every  day, 

Like  farmer  Wisp  and  goodman  True, 

Were  tossed  in  heaps  like  mildewed  hay; 

And  dames  and  daughters  made  to  go 
On  ship,  for  murderers  to  wive  .  .  . 

They  left  the  island,  sun  sunk  low; 

They  left  no  Melos  male  alive. 

*  *  *  *  * 

Black  plates  of  coasters,  burnt  with  sun, 

Roll  rivets  down  in  ripening  foam, 

Along  the  Aegean,  golden-spun, 

Past  Melos,  now;  past  Greece,  towards  Rome; 

Past  Melos,  towards  the  Ortygian  bay 
Where  Athens  drowned,  in  Sicily; 

(Was  there  remorse?  Remembered  they 
This  Melos,  moaning  to  the  sea? ) 

And  helmsmen  watch  for  one  wave  more, 

With  eyes  that  kindle  and  half  know. 

Justice  was  dealt  out  for  that  shore, 

Once,  of  a  singing  time  ago. 


The  Moon-Dial 


The  month  is  midsummer.  The  hour 
Wears  gradual  moonlight  in  its  eyes. 
The  turf,  the  tree,  the  scarp  and  scaur, 
Out  of  romance’s  green  room  rise. 


There  is  that  very  die-away 
Of  elf  horns,  into  distance;  so 
Soft  is  the  sea;  that  faint  are  they. 

A  silken  scarf  would  scarcely  flow. 

And  in  the  inevitable  bloom 

Of  star  by  star  is  light  in  light; — 

A  radiance  widening  a  room 

With  candles  that  give  dreams,  not  sight. 

Beauty  is  eager  at  the  brim, 

And  like  a  fragrance  bliss  down  hovers 
Upon  the  leaf-crowned  head  of  him 
Whose  heart  is  as  the  hearts  of  lovers. 


As  light  as  thought  one  were  made  free 
Of  all  the  moon-fire  in  his  face, 

And  might  drink  stars  away;  for  me 
There  is  no  other  dreamed-of  place. 

There  is  no  other  width  of  land 
Budded,  of  all  that  bloom  in  sky, 

So  dear  as  this  where  I  now  stand 
Hearing  my  dizzied  pulse-beats  die. 

tion 


A  peace  beyond  the  quietude 

When  a  ship’s  prow  contends  no  more, 

And  home’s  an  aged  steeple,  trued 
Against  a  sunset  sweet  with  shore. 

This  is  that  tranquil  place  and  cool 

Where  drink  the  stars  of  strong  desires; 

A  little,  round,  unrippled  pool 

Quenching  the  thirst  of  mountain  fires. 

So  clear  it  is,  so  deep  unblurred, 

One  beautiful  horizon  bend 

Looped  all  of  heaven  in  one  small  word, 
And  there  were  no  more  pain  to  mend; 

Did  not  that  stab  of  moon-shade  steal, 
Right  on,  from  tuft,  to  flint,  to  flower, 

And  with  assassin’s  hate  congeal 
Against  the  heart  of  this  high  hour. 


The  Minstrel  Rides 

The  dew  in  the  grass  will  be  like  stars 
Fallen  to  earth,  to-morrow; 

The  will-o-the-wisp  will  die  ere  dawn, 

And  out  of  their  dreams  the  birds  be  drawn, 
For  sorrow,  for  sweet  sorrow. 

For  an  empty  stall  in  the  castle  mews, 

With  a  ring  and  a  sculptured  lion; — 
For  a  chimney  nook  in  the  great  stone  place, 
And  a  pot  of  ale,  and  a  homely  face 

That  a  song  may  laugh  and  cry  on. 
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For  a  lute  to  sadden  at  daylight-die, 

When  tapestries  are  stirring 
To  an  open  door,  and  the  hoofs  beat  home 
On  the  drawbridge,  wearily,  where  there  come 
The  huntsmen,  no  more  spurring. 

Right  pleasant  it  is,  with  storm  outside, 

To  thread  old  tales  together: 

’Tis  prodigal  sweet  in  the  bud  of  spring 
To  quip  with  the  gallants  and  gaily  sing 
Hey  ho! — in  the  amorous  weather. 

But  all  the  joy  in  a  singer  will  turn, 

Or  soon  or  late,  to  grieving; 

The  light  in  his  heart  will  follow,  and  cry 
For  petals  that  fade  and  sunsets  too  high 
For  a  lifetime  of  believing. 

I’ve  stood  all  astir  and  desirous-eyed, 

Between  star-break  and  day-low; 

Caught  up  in  that  quest,  world  lost,  unaware, 

Like  a  saint  in  stained  glass;  a  minstrel  at  prayer, 
With  the  moon  for  a  halo. 

Past  perilous  dreams  is  a  windy  dune, 

Over  wide,  flowing  fallows, 

Where  the  grey  gulls  walk  in  the  sandy  bars, 

And  a  fitful  sun  strikes  long  green  scars 
On  the  sea  in  the  shallows. 

There  is,  dangerous-found,  a  reed-fringed  tarn, 
Full  of  sky  and  far-going 
Susurrus  of  forest,  that  lies  all  asleep 
With  its  lilies;  too  pale,  in  a  silence  too  deep 
For  that  dark  overblowing. 

on 


I’ve  bled  out  my  heart  on  a  mountainside, 

With  a  brook  and  a  flowered  meadow, 

Where  a  bright  peak  leans  in  the  late,  warm  light, 
And  down  in  the  valley  is  sound,  not  sight, 

Where  cow-bells  drift  through  the  shadow. 

There  is  death  in  this  ease.  A  roof  and  walls 
Are  too  narrow — and  sterile, 

Stars,  give  me,  stars,  a  new  accolade: 

A  laugh  for  spilt  blood;  a  song  for  a  blade, 

And  most  peace  in  most  peril ! 

I  ride.  My  warm  nook  to  Dickon,  the  page — 
Malapert  mimic! — to  Peter 
My  missal  in  vellum,  a  priest  might  prize; 

To  Marianne,  one  long  look  in  the  eyes, 

Like  a  kiss,  but  still  sweeter. 


Spring  Riding* 

It  may  be  of  a  stripling  moon,  lids  drooped,  in  April  sky; 

Or  trebles  out  of  darkened  fens,  or  a  wild  goose,  gone 
by: 

The  tidings  run,  the  minstrels  tune,  the  scimitars  un¬ 
sheathe  ; 

In  stamping  stables  under  stars  the  blooded  stallions 
breathe. 

And  they  are  out  and  down  the  dales,  in  streaming 
cavalcade ; 

Their  gonfalons  are  on  the  hills,  who  ride  the  great 
spring  raid: 
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Their  rumour  is  a  trick  of  song  they  tossed  into  the 
trees; 

The  wind  blows  back  from  Avalon  their  spurring  pleas¬ 
antries. 

Will  they  return?  A  few — too  few,  wrinkled  and 
weathered  brown; 

To  tell  of  deeds  beyond  the  world,  where  the  last  wave 
went  down: 

Then  silence  on  the  wistful  fields  will  fall,  and  there 
will  cling 

A  clear  gold  light  around  the  hills,  and  a  long  listening. 

*  From  Contemporary  Verse. 


Spring  Begins  in  October 

D  o  you  remember  the  theme 
He  chose  and  ran  through, 

That  thrush  in  the  young  oak  spray, — 

Till  your  eyes  burned  blue? 

Have  you  forgotten  the  dream 
Which  the  brook  water’s  too 
Mad,  boisterous  music,  that  day, 

Went  barefoot  with  you? 

The  greens  of  the  gay  years  lie 
In  this  crumble  of  mould; 

That  feather,  all  rusted-on,  came 
From  a  singer  of  old. 

And  his  song; — did  that,  too,  die? 

Was  it  death  he  foretold? 

Mine  cheers.  Have  you  faith?  Here  is  flame: 
Between  the  tree  trunks — gold! 


All  the  Way  from  April 

The  brook  has  been  a-wastreling  since  last  you  crossed, 
With  my  hand  to  help  you  over; 

The  trackway  up  the  meadow  drift  is  world-wide  lost 
In  a  printed  cloud  of  clover. 


And  some  new  turn  of  shadow,  twined  with  richer  sun, 
Is  on  the  tree-trunks,  surely; 

The  wind  that  danced  the  hoyden,  then,  with  flounce 
and  run, 

To-day  dreams  demurely. 


June  rhymes  remembrances  with  these,  but  no  month 
knows, 

Nor  any  width  nor  weather, 

How  like  the  world  a  dewdrop  is,  in  one  dawn  rose, 
When  eyes  break  skies  together. 


By  the  Same  Token 

It  cannot  be  my  brain  that  makes  me  be 

Star-poised,  before  one  penciled  sweep  of  line; 
Music  has  dreams  more  intimately  mine 
Than  troubled  strings  entreating  woundily. 

It  cannot  be  my  heart  that  bids  me  hear, 

Out  of  deep  forests  that  dark  winds  have  wrung, 
Histories  in  a  half -remembered  tongue; — 

The  frayed-out  tidings  of  some  far-spent  fear. 


And  when  you  bring  the  sunlight’s  loss  to  me, 
Moving  among  the  flowers  at  end  of  day. 

And  meet  my  eyes,  and  questioned  of  them,  say: 
“We  live  but  once!” — I  know  that  cannot  be. 


The  Too  High* 

T  hat  bird  in  the  maple  next  my  eaves, 

Last  bud-break  of  May, 

At  faintest  of  first  dawn,  one  perceives, 

Loved — in  his  rapture  of  life  and  leaves — 

As  I  love  to-day. 

His  heart  was  so  full  of  it,  his  throat 
Could  scarce,  at  first,  free 
The  song,  that  took  fire,  climbed,  note  by  note, 
Neared  heaven,  came  short,  turned  sad,  fell  remote, 
Lay  still.  So  with  me. 

*  From  Harper’s  Magazine. 


Yellow  Leaves* 

Songs,  once  heard,  are  heard  again 
With  first  hearing  laden; 

Be  it  joy  they  brushed,  or  pain, 

Be  it  man  or  maiden, 

Down  the  years  they  bear  off  now, 
Memories  for  freighting; 
Sunsets  in  their  sails,  at  prow. 

Lanterns  of  long  waiting. 


Raindrops  in  the  dark,  to  one, 

Hush  two  hearts  together; 

This  man  loves  an  April  sun, 

That,  wild  ocean  weather. 

When  you  said  it,  yesterday, 

Yellow  leaves  wore  sorrow: 

Yellow  leaves  will  always  say 

There  is  no  to-morrow. 

*  From  Harper’s  Magazine. 

Holiday  Over 

The  city’s  full  of  stepping-stones; 

But  no  wild  brook  reels  down 
To  dapple  brinks  with  April  skies, 

Or  lift  a  cambric  gown. 

Tulips  there  be,  with  flapping  sails, 

Anchored  in  stately  line; 

But  not  one  wayward  blood-root’s  there, 

Nor  a  stray  columbine. 

A  starling  whistles  in  a  tree, 

But  ah,  the  missed,  sweet  pain 
Of  meadow-larks,  on  golden  fields 
All  wrinkled  with  late  rain. 

Come,  Man;  Take  Her 

Love,  like  a  minstrel  at  your  gate, 

Would  sing  of  his  desire; 

But  “Wait!” — you  said,  and  softly,  “Wait!” 
I  feast  on  cherries  .  .  .  one  more  plate — 

Then  I  will  hear  your  lyre. 
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Love,  like  a  beggar  pinched  with  cold, 

Stood  till  the  hour  was  late. 

“I  have  sweet  friends  with  me.” — you  trolled; 

“We  match  rare  jests.  Pray  do  not  scold: 

I’ll  let  you  in — but  wait!” 

Love,  be  a  ruffian!  Take  your  staff 
And  batter  down  her  door! 

Kisses  for  cherries;  strength  for  chaff: 

Shiver  her  little  heart  in  half; — 

For  I  will  wait  no  more! 

To  a  Sound  Steamer 

Vi/hen  factory  windows  spill  the  mellowing  sun, 

And  all  the  waterfront  is  warm  with  gold, 

(Chimneys  and  gas-tanks  too,  each  ugly  one,) 

Through  the  full  press  proudly  I  see  thee  hold. 

Thy  weathered  white  miraculous  is  changed 

To  the  drift  snow  of  measuring  sea-birds’  wings; 

Thy  wake  of  flotsam  is  the  fleecy-ranged, 

Dark  purple  of  Odyssean  wanderings. 

Small  wonder  that  a  swan,  this  little  while 
Thwarted  and  troubled  at  its  hastening  prow, 

Were  fain  to  paddle  past  this  rushy  isle, 

From  these  foul  fens;  dreaming  such  dreams  as  thou. 

A  few  more  turnings,  and  the  current  goes, — 

Tugging  at  buoys  as  at  pithless  reeds, 

Wide  open  on  a  sea  of  sunset  rose, 

Where  every  farthest  sail  is  pierced,  and  bleeds. 
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Twilight  will  take  thee  on  from  star  to  star, 

Relinquished  of  the  land,  thy  heart,  full-blown, 

All  skyey-stilled  to  where  the  blind  waves  are 
Stretched  music,  and  the  wind  is  thine  alone. 

Wild  strawberry,  sweet  bayberry,  wet  grass; — 

O  fortunate  thou,  at  dawn,  past  doubt  to  know 
That  sleeping  loveliness! — while  I,  alas, 

Tread  the  hard  pavements  where  the  hurt  dreams  go. 


Windy  Shadows  on  a  Facade 

H  ow  all  the  buildings  plume  themselves  to-day! 

(Each  has  its  feather) 

Curt  cold  and  bright  wind  in  the  weather, 

And  shadows,  that  would  huddle  together, 
Whirled  every-which-way. 

High  up  at  cliff’s  edge,  where  a  brink  of  stone 
Gives  on  blue  reaches, 

Is  writ  hieratic,  priestcraft  that  preaches; — 
Philippics  of  shadows,  where  each  is 
A  hint  at  a  throne. 

So  they  wrote,  the  pale  poets;  slid  off  (like  these) 
Unimpressed  pages: 

Aeons  of  poems  erased,  while  the  ages 
Took  prints  of  ferns  and  antediluvian  rages 
Of  rain  from  the  trees. 
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Egypt  in  the  Museum 

Scuttle  of  crustaceans, 

Up  the  beach — “Come,  fellows!” 
(Creaks  the  antiquarian; 

All  dried-up  and  drab) 

“Here’s  a  fine  old  specimen: 

Once  its  whites  were  yellows; — 

Might  have  been  your  ancestor!” 
(Blinking  at  a  crab.) 

Big  and  little  congregate, 

Goggles  and  antennae; 

Gaze  upon  an  empty  shell 
Cast  off  by  the  tide: 

Never  see  their  jolly  selves — 

Do  not  care  a  penny 
For  a  whole  aquarium 

Of  crabs  that  haven’t  died. 


A  League  of  Nations 

The  wind  has  a  streamer  of  caught  gold 
In  its  cap,  to-day; 

It  rides  loose-rein  and  boisterously, 

Down  from  the  wild  hills — whoof ! — to  the  sea 
Past  where,  in  full  armor  of  fraught  cold, 

A  ship’s  in  the  bay. 

She  rests,  and  round  her  funnels,  all  frore, 
Cloudily  she  wreathes 
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White  breath  and  shadows,  at  the  wind’s  will. 
Her  courage  is  indomitable,  still, 

But  she  is  come,  and  to  the  tall  shore, 

In  proud  calm,  she  breathes. 

So,  all  in  crystal  enmailed,  wave-wrought 
In  fine  filigree; 

From  clouds  of  white  star-foam  windy  cleared; 
Blotted  out  in  sky  dark;  led  through;  far  steered 
To  a  poor  broken  Earth  a  brave  thought 
Bears  in  from  the  sea. 


The  Old  College 

hat  one  man  thought,  now  God  has  wrought 
To  thee,  that  art 

Like  sunrise,  blown  on  some  full-grown 
Great  mountain  peak  apart. 

The  glorious  clouds  of  morning 
Build  in  with  thee,  a-gleam, 

And  in  thy  thrall  the  steep  years  call 
To  men  to  dream. 

No  dream  goes  by,  no  dawn  winds  die, 

With  thee,  that  art 
Undrained  of  youth,  untired  of  truth, 

Not  shadowed  in  the  heart. 

Thy  beauty  has  remembrance 
Wherever  hard  ways  are, 

And  in  the  mood  of  fortitude 
Thou  art  the  star. 
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In  gift  of  gold  gone  days  will  hold 
That  loom  of  towers; 

A  stray  of  song,  too  sweet  for  long, 

But  always  thine  and  ours. 

Like  music,  in  thy  roof-trees 

The  sung-out  years  remain, 

And  in  their  heed  the  same  strong  breed 
Avails  again. 


To  B.  P. 

As  one  who  spurns  the  gilded  gingerbread 
And  sugared  music  of  some  pleasure  park, 

To  push,  hot-cheeked,  into  the  decent  dark, 

And  finds  the  ocean,  and  is  quieted; 

So  we  to  you;  so  our  parched  lids  you  led 
To  dreams  of  planets  rounding  their  pure  arc, 
Forever,  on  the  cloudy  peaks  Plutarch 
Makes  mention  of.  The  day’s  news  has  you  dead. 

Well  stood  for!  Nobly  pleaded!  That  great  cause 
Admits  no  clownish  beatings  on  a  pan; 

No  rabble  increment,  with  hands  on  knees 
In  yokel  wonder  ending  in  guffaws. 

Serene  and  self-possessed,  like  Sophocles; — 

We  heard  you,  and  were  less  barbarian. 

To  C.  S.  K. 

The  great  thing  is  to  bear  it  out;  to  be 
Stoic  as  the  grained  flint;  intaglio 
To  April  tears  or  siftings  of  fine  snow, 
Indomitable  to  the  deep;  to  free 
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A  spirit  in  the  eyes,  star-gallantly, 

And  cup  with  hollowed  hand  the  weakling  glow 
Of  so  much  truth  as  doubtful  man  may  know. 
Seasoned  without;  rich-hearted:  such  was  he. 

With  shyness — more  than  visits  on  a  maid 
And  gathers  up  all  garden  sweets  in  her. 

Minted  beneath  a  cracked  and  breaking  mould ; 
Run  pure  with  sorrow;  searchingly  assayed; — 
O  uncorrupt  of  death,  O  never  old, 

Belated  beauty,  thou  of  character! 


To  W.  G.  L. 

Y our  children  picture  you  perhaps  most  plain 
After  siesta  in  sweet  open  air, 

Gone  seaward  from  an  old,  red-painted  chair, 
To  sail  some  reefed  contentment  round  again; 
Rebuking  not  at  all  the  hurricane 
That  whips  the  vines  and  whirls  about  the  stair: 
They  love  you  in  your  quiet  counsel,  there, 

As  men  love  music,  or  right  words,  or  rain. 

Be  it  your  evening  to  have  twilight  lie 
Long  on  the  roses,  late  upon  the  shore; 

A  red-winged  blackbird’s  reedy-rustled  throat, 

A  waft  of  bloom,  a  lift  of  golden  sky ; 

Then,  when  the  flood  tide  sets  the  stars  afloat, 

To  find  the  lamplight  underneath  the  door. 
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To  C.  C. 

ere  Rome  erased  and  one  bronze  Caesar  found, 
Then  from  that  physiognomy  were  guessed 
Her  eagles  and  her  logic — and  the  rest. 

So,  friend,  with  you  are  legibly  inbound 
The  golden  tree-tops  and  the  good  clean  ground 
That  brought  the  Mayflower  singing  to  the  West; 
And  what  New  England  was,  in  you  expressed, 
Outlives  her,  like  a  rumour  of  rich  sound. 

Ay,  and  the  April  in  her,  rifting  through 
Her  grey  and  granite  wintriness — the  whole 
Shy  dream  of  a  free  air  and  wildflower  worth, 

To  die  for — is  like  sunlight,  searching  you; 

A  value  that  is  going  from  the  earth 
Burns  in  the  grained-oak  roof-beams  of  a  soul. 

To  W.  B.  L. 

It  may  have  been  the  hour — a  thin  white  moon, 
And  molten  bronze  of  rich  autumnal  fire 
On  tree  and  weathercock  and  truthful  spire, 
Touching  serenity,  like  a  broad  tune 
On  an  old  brown,  seasoned  ’cello;  afternoon 
Drawn  to  full  bow-length,  dreaming  out  desire 
Beyond  defeat;  the  requiem  require 
Of  long-gone  April  gold  that  died  in  June. 

In  that  clear  light  a  little  stood  away 
The  dogging  ugliness  and  downright  bleak 
Look  of  dead-level  living,  men  call  Life, 

And  only  the  bare  beauty  showed.  The  gay 
Good  courage  of  it  cut  clean  like  a  knife. 

I  looked  at  you,  my  friend;  but  not  to  speak. 


Fragment 

The  look  of  winter  lodges  in  the  mind 

More  than  a  thrush’s  fortnight  after  Spring 
Has  drawn  green  liquor  from  the  wrinkled  rind 
Of  stolid  oaks,  or  run,  awakening, 

Up  roadsides,  quick  with  violets;  through  May 
Reluctant  is  at  latchets,  liking  not 

Late  frosts  at  ankles;  nor,  coaxed  out  at  last, 
Makes  dandelion  play, 

Puffing  at  sorrows  gone  to  seed :  the  plot 
Rubs  deeper;  winter  does  not  fade  so  fast. 

But  this  is  June:  in  aisles  of  orchard  boughs 
White,  bridal  April,  where  her  veils  were  spun 
Spilled  long  ago  her  blossoms;  bees  espouse 

Rose  to  wild  rose;  clear  veins  of  pale  gold  run 
In  royal  lilies  bluer  than  the  dress 

Of  mild  madonnas,  and  ripe  strawberries,  found, 
Are  red,  as  blackbirds’  wings  or  hummers’  throats; 
June,  and  a  gentleness 
Of  daisy  stalks  just  curving,  and  for  sound, 

The  wash  of  waves  extinct  on  pebble  notes. 

It’s  All  That  We  Have 

Ichthus:  fish — Greek  anagram — persecution’s  prayer: 
Iesus  Christos  theou  uios  soter; — 

Jesus  Christ,  of  God  the  son,  Savior — hid  there. 

Paul,  apostle,  shipwrecked,  wishing  for  the  day, 
Learned  how  like  an  anchor  Hope  is,  to  give  stay 
Through  the  dark,  and  dawned-on,  set  it  down  for  aye. 


Bread  and  wine  in  clawed-out  caves,  chapels  whose  dark 
domes 

Broke  no  bleeding  sunlight  through  the  Catacombs; — 
Here  was  wrought  remembrance  in  other  ways  than 
Rome’s. 

Here,  in  naked  niches,  piled-up  bones  were  ranged, — 
Tier  on  tier  of  bodies  death  had  touched  and  changed; 
From  dear  breath  and  heart-beats  dreadfully  estranged. 

Smoke  of  tapers  does  but  feed  smell  of  mouldy  ground; 
Footfalls,  dampened,  find  the  way  to  no  other  sound, 
And  the  dark  flows  over,  as  the  sea  the  drowned. 

How  to  leave  the  sunlight,  and  the  faint  of  spring 
Deepening  down  the  countryside?  Here  no  bird  would 
sing, 

Not  one  bird,  forever.  How  to  bear  this  thing? 

What  of  beauty  when  oblivion  winters  in  the  eyes, 
Sidelong-looking,  is  it  lost,  like  a  fawn  that  shies 
Into  shadow,  when  the  moon  is  full,  and  great  winds 
rise  ? 

Beauty,  once,  was  given  into  open  sight, — 

Love  made  flesh  and  crucified,  but  not  lost;  a  light 
And  a  morning  freshness  of  old  wrongs  made  right. 

No  more  need  of  dying,  after  that;  so  saith, 

Very  plain,  the  scripture;  soul  is  more  than  breath: 

But  believe  and  follow:  there  is  no  more  death. 

Tears  of  God! — to  come  on  this,  ages  .underground;  — 
Fish  and  anchor ,  by  a  taper  to  be  lost  and  found, 

While  the  dark  flows  over,  as  the  sea  the  drowned. 
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With  Daffodils 


T  hat  birdsong  we  sipped  of  yesterday, 
Rill-sweet  in  its  power, 

Too  precious  to  be  foregone, 

See,  it  is  clothed  upon: 

Took  hope,  and  tuned  to  the  thought  of  May; 
Was  flute;  is  a  flower. 


Gay-golden — could  April  refuse 
This  warmth  after  shower? — 

The  virginal,  faint  year 
Dreamed,  and  the  dream  is  here; 

(Such  yellows! — what  loss,  did  we  lose!  ) 
Was  flame ;  is  a  flower. 


Beauty,  elusive  and  sharp  and  wild, 

The  breath  of  an  hour, 

What  is  this  that  thou  art? 

She,  in  my  wintry  heart! 

Her  flame  and  her  song — were  a  child; 
Were  flesh;  are  a  flower. 


Thirst 

T  o  look  on  you,  my  Sweet, 
The  world  put  by, 

Is  like  a  long-drawn  street, 

At  daylight-die, 

Gone  down  with  desperate  feet 
For  a  bowl  of  sky. 

O  my  moon,  incomplete, 

Such  thirst  have  I! 


Who  Plays? 

The  heart  has  strings,  and  they  are  played  upon 
Like  wires. 

They  shiver  all  along, 

Touched,  to  subside  in  song: 

The  thin  sound  floats,  and  like  a  wounded  swan 

A 

Expires. 

They  tighten  to  a  very  little  thing: 

A  star, 

Sweet  early,  or  a  late 
Bewildered  bird;  they  wait 
Down  meadow-drifts,  and  where  pale  sea-lights  cling 
They  are. 

And  they  are  taken,  swiftly,  with  a  look 
Of  eyes, 

And  make  to  sever  through 
With  partings:  to  be  true 
Their  holy  creed,  that  gives  for  bell  and  book 
Just  sighs. 

But  strangest  are  least  singing;  taking  tune, 

Always, 

From  melancholy;  run 
With  bodings.  What  was  done 
Returns.  Sad  wraiths,  from  some  divine,  dead  rune! 
Who  plays? 
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After  Music 


After  a  night  of  storm  and  windy  hours, 

When  the  ivy  falls  asleep, 

And  there  is  silence  round  the  great  stone  towers, 
Save  for  the  old  leads,  that  weep, 

And  the  gutters  that  go  gurgling  in  their  throats; 
A  rift  of  stars,  up  steep 

In  the  slow  clouds,  widens  and  shines,  and  floats 
Flooded  with  dawn.  Then  creep, 

Timidly,  trying  how  it  fare  with  them,  faint  sighs 
Of  little  winds,  like  sheep; 

Until  one,  daring,  runs  to  proud  emprise 
Of  a  whole  garden  sweep, 

And  from  the  drenched  trees,  shaken,  a  light  rain 
Shivers. 

Old  airs  lie  deep. 

That  melody  you  played  is  gone  again. 

One  gust  of  pain  I  keep. 


The  Golden  Whippoorwill 

In  the  wood  all  the  leaves  have  gone  from  green  to  grey, 
And  the  wind  has  fallen  still; 

Like  a  poor  and  witless  maiden,  the  pale  moon  goes 
A-wander  through  the  sleeping  porticoes, 

And  a  lonely  whippoorwill 
Tunes  up  his  whistling  bow-string  to  mid  May. 

He  is  mad,  that  musician;  mad;  his  jocund  brain, 

All  a-rift  with  white  moonshine, 


In  a  rafter-fallen  corner,  with  dim  cobwebs  grown, 
Torments  his  heart  for  some  forgotten  tone 
That  is  teasing  him,  to  twine 
Its  beauty  round  his  fingertips  again. 

But  he  may  not,  and  forever  may  not,  more ; 

And  the  moon  is  like  fine  snow 
Through  the  chinks,  that  sifts  upon  him,  stooped  and  tall, 
And  buries  what  he  dreams.  Distracted ;  all 
Tears,  he  flourishes  his  bow 
To  music  in  the  moonbeams  on  the  floor. 

Give  a  tree,  to-night,  to  a  bird,  and  whippoorwills, 

In  this  dusk-haunted  lone, 

Will  be  more  than  the  pines,  and  more  than  the  pale 
gleam 

Of  birches.  They  are  bewitched.  They  do  dream 
Of  a  rarer  moonflower,  blown, 

At  midnight,  on  more  melancholy  hills. 

They  are  like  the  lost  whits  of  some  enchanted  round, 
That  was  linked  so  light  and  frail, 

It  dissevered  at  the  tingle  of  the  dawn; — 

A  cincture  of  fresh  dew,  a  leprechaun, 

Coming  down  a  glow-worm  trail, 

Might  lie  in,  full  of  starlight  and  sweet  sound. 

They  are  loosed  upon  the  dark;  through  the  glades,  full 
cry 

They  are  clamorous,  a  pack 
Hunting  like  hell-hounds,  with  only,  in  their  throats, 

A  futile  whistleful  of  throstle  notes; — 
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Hark! — like  lunatics,  ransack 
The  hollow  aisles.  The  drowned  moon  drifts  them 


by. 


There  is  that  abroad  in  this  wood  to  quicken  fear. 
There  is  jeopardy  to  fill 

A  brave  pulse,  for  hazard  of  it:  in  these  mild  groves 
Beauty,  at  May-night,  innocently  roves, 

With  her  lips  all  April,  still, 

And  in  her  eyes  the  deepening  of  the  year. 


Bereft  musicians — they  are  glamorous  of  her 
Whom  they  met  in  leafy  hour 
Of  blue  twilight,  when  the  tree  trunks  wrote  no  more 
The  quivering  shadows  of  the  wind.  They  wore 
Their  young  flame  like  a  sharp  flower, 

Until  they  wot  of  that  fell  wanderer. 

In  the  wood  all  the  leaves  have  gone  from  green  to  grey: 

Young  ferns,  too,  and  maidenhair, 

And  azaleas,  wild,  and  tremulous  columbine;  — 

Grey,  in  the  moonlight;  and  the  too  sweet  wine 
Of  night  lilies  in  the  air 
Lies  stagnant.  Luckless  whippoorwills  were  they. 

There  is  madness  in  this  wood.  There  is  too  much  tide 
In  the  blood,  to  the  blind  moon, 

For  weak  wits  to  make  good  weather  of.  O  be  strong!  — 
Thou  brave  bird,  just  breaking  into  song 
With  such  prevalence  of  tune 
As  makes  the  breath  stop.  Beauty  is  defied. 


Why  is  it  that  snowdrops  hurt  the  heart,  as  they  do, 
With  their  moment  of  full  flower? 

And  white  blood-root  petals,  and  truthful  daffodils, 

And  arbutus,  dusked  with  leaves,  and  April’s 
Too  perishable  one  hour 
Of  early  violets  the  wind  fails  to? 

Why  does  daylight,  dying,  grieve  so?  What  is  it  pains 
When  tall  woods  grow  dark  on  sky 
That  is  too  clear  green  for  any  but  a  star 

To  float  in,  and  belated  cloud  breaths  are 
Beached  gold  on  islands?  Why 
Is  moonlight  so  unhappy  when  it  wanes? 

Why  is  it  that  young  eyes  hurt  the  heart,  as  they  do, 
With  their  breathlessness  to  drink 
All  the  wonder  out  of  the  windy  tops  of  trees;  — 

Their  laugh,  quick  kindled,  and  love,  down  on 
knees 

In  one  wide  look,  at  the  brink 
Of  a  late  aster’s  rather  bitter  blue? 

Why  is  love  lit,  and  so  entreatingly  hung  out 
On  so  treacherous  an  air 

From  between  the  stars? — and  where  are  they  gone,  who 
g° 

Like  sparks  from  a  wood  fire,  that  waft  and  blow? 

Are  they  winnowed  anywhere? 

What  does  a  dark  wind,  dying,  speak  about? 

None  the  less,  brave  bird,  be  thy  singing!  Still,  uptossed 
On  thine  own  tempestuous  fire, 
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Go,  with  song,  to  the  dream’s  end:  with  pity  and  pain; 
Thy  voice  down  falling  through  the  leaves,  like 
rain, 

On  this  window-darkened  choir 
And  moonstruck  cloister  cold  and  candle-lost. 

In  the  wood  all  the  leaves  have  gone  from  green  to  grey, 
And  there  is  such  beauty  by, 

As  will  not  be  borne.  O  wounding,  deep  duress, 

And  golden  whippoorwill,  and  wondrousness  .  .  . 

There  is  no  moon  in  the  sky, 

And  up  long  aisles  the  dawn  wind  makes  its  way. 
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